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Author's Notes: 
Written for the tumblr prompt, "I think I'm in love with you" with Slaxl 


In hindsight, Slash thinks maybe things would have gone smoother if he'd uttered his confession during sex or 
something. Then Axl could have written it off as a heat of the moment thing and Slash could have carried on 


loving him privately. 
But thats not what happened. 


What happened, was that Ax was in the living room, vaguely working on a new song, mostly just dancing and 
jumping around as he sang to himself while Slash watched quietly from the doorway. Their other 
roommates/band mates were out and about somewhere, leaving just the two of them. They had been fucking 
for about a month now, and it was supposed to be casual. But watching Axl dance now, Slash realized he was 


less distracted by the swing of the redheads hips than he was by the carefree smile on his face. 


So when the singer finally let the last notes of his impulsive rehearsal trail off and he turned to Slash to ask, 


"What do you think?" 
Slash replied, "I think I'm in love with you." 


The guitarist was pretty sure he could hear the gears grind to a halt in Axl's head. After a moment of 


silence, the redhead narrowed his eyes suspiciously, "Come again?" 


And maybe Slash should have shrugged it off, or played dumb, or come up with some sort of excuse, but hey, 
in for a penny, right? "I said, | think l'm in love with you.” 


Axl's jaw actually dropped, "I- well- stop! 
"Stop what?" Slash questioned in honest confusion 


"Stop fucking loving me!" he waved his arms sharply, voice raising as he snapped, "Or, or thinking you love me, 
or whatever! Just don't!" 


Normally Slash would have snapped back at him. But in all honesty, he was a bit lost right now, "Are.. are you 
mad at me for being in love with you?" 


"No!" Axl snapped. He practically snarled when Slash raised an eyebrow pointedly, "lm not- just- don't be dumb! 
| get that we're fuck buddies, and maybe that's messing with your head, but have some fucking self 
preservation and go love literally anyone else." 

There was a long pause as Slash carefully considered Axl's words. "You know," he drawled, "as much as | 
appreciate your.. concern? | guess? | can't help but notice you haven't actually specified if you love me back or 
not." 

The singer gaped for a moment before sputtering out, "Because it's irrelevant!" 

"It was relevant before, and it just became even more relevant." 


"Oh, fuck of fl" 


Axl huffed, turning away with every intention of storming off to.. somewhere. But he barely got two steps 


before Slash was darting out in front of him, hands up in a placating manner and a smirk on his face. 


"Woah, woah, woah, hang on," His smile only grew gentler when Axl glared, "Look, | get that this is maybe a bit 


sudden, but you can't talk me out of loving you." 


"Oh yes | fucking can!" The singer honest to God stomped his foot, "One day, I'm going to lose my temper and 


throw your guitar out a window! We'll see how much you love me then!" 


Slash raised an eyebrow, "You know | can be mad at you and love you at the same time, right?" 


That had Axl blinking in surprise. After a beat of silence, he sighed heavily, grinding out through clenched 
teeth, "Why are you being so insistent about this?" 


| could ask you the same thing," the only response he got was a huff as Axl crossed his arms and looked 
away petulantly. Smiling softly, he continued, "You don't have to say it back. Hell, we don't have to change 
anything about what we got if you don't want. But just.. now you know." He reached out, running his hands 
down the redhead's arms comfortingly, and was relieved when he didn't pull away. 


When Axl finally looked back at him, the anger was gone from his face. He just looked perplexed. "You're some 


kind of masochist, huh?" 


And Slash couldn't help but laugh, letting his hands drop to Axl's waist, "Yeah," he grinned, "I guess | am." 


